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Never Forgotten 


Author's Notes: 
The idea for this fic came to me so | decided to write about it! As always comments are welcomed and 


appreciated :) 


| can't do this anymore. The pain, sorrow, misery, it's Too fuckin’ much. | miss him, more than words can say. 
Nothing's right, nothing's the same. Everything in my life has gone to hell now. He was the only one that made 
everything perfect, who's picked me up in times when I've fell down. Nobody can compare to him, can be like 
him. There's only one Richard Stephan Sambora, and they'll always ever will be. He's my best friend, my 
brother, my lover, my soul mate. When l'm not with him | wanna pull every last strand of my hair out and 
scream to the world that my life is ending. | don't care what the press thinks of me, I've been in this business 
for way too long to get upset about the snared comments that those damn tabloids come up with. The only 
person that matters to me is Richie and the only thing that matters is being with him. 


It's times like these that | wish | was in his arms, being held safe and secure. To inhale his musky scent is 
pure a bliss, nothing comes close to that smell. His lips; soft as velvet, full and almost pouty like, but wonderful 


in every way possible. He's an incredible kisser, always knowing when to slow down or speed up depending on my 


ever changing mood. He's the only one who can make my whole body shake with my heart beating as fast and 
as powerful as a racehorse. Nobody else as ever come close to making me feel the way | do when I'm with 
Richie, he's just that special to me. If only he knew that, | feel as though | didn't tell him often enough. | was 
always busy with the band, trying to make our labels as rockstars live up to its expectations. I'd get so caught 


up with it that I'd forget about the rest of my life and | think that worried and tired Richie to the point of 
breaking. 


hole in my heart will forever remain, that l'm sure of. And there's pain with that, the everlasting pain that 
rips through my body and ignites my insides like a raging wildfire. Sometimes it gets so bad that | can't move, 
can't speak. | just lay wherever | land and wait for it to ebb away. Sometimes it takes hours, but | wait 
patiently. | usually sob right after, the pain and sorrow just too much for one person to handle on their own. | 


don't have anyone to talk to, not that I'd want to anyway. 


Richie was the one person I'd go to for help, for understanding and comfort. He was the only one | trusted with 
my deepest secrets. And now with him not here by my side, I'm left to fend on my own, to deal with whatever 
consequences that come my way for pushing him away from the band and me. I've only got myself to blame, 
I'm the one who took him for granted, who didn't appreciate him as much as | should have. | can't tell him now, 
can't tell him that | was planning on revealing to the world about our secret love affair so we could finally 
express to everyone on how much we loved each other. We wouldn't have to hide anymore, we would've been 


free. It's true that | wanted to someday be married to him. 


My marriage to Dorothea was shit, we didn't love each other. We only got married cause it was in the spur of 
the moment and it felt like the right thing to do at the time. Everyone else in the band had a girlfriend or 
were about to get engaged, | was the single one. | thought it was time to grow up and act like an adult. So we 
had a small wedding, nothing fancy like the one | had always dreamed about. Things went good between us, they 
always did when it came to being friends. But there was no romantic spark between us, at least there wasn't 
for me. We had our first kid a few years later, along with three more. They mean the world to me, | wouldn't 
trade them for anything. But as for Dorothea, | couldn't stand to be with someone who | didn't truly love. We 
divorced a few years later, saying that me being on the road 24/7 was too much for her to deal with. That 


was the only story we could come up with that would sound convincing. 


Its true we're still friends, that part will never fade away. And never will my love for Richie. He will always be 
in my heart, he's part of who | am, who | became. | just wished he was here, he always knew how to make me 
feel better. If | was in a shitty mood, he'd tell me a joke that would get me shaking with laughter. | always told 
him that he was the only one for me, that we were meant to be together forever, like soul mates. Everyday 
he would list the reasons why | was so special to him, why he loved me unconditionally. And I'd feel amazing, 


tears of happiness streaming down my face every time because the love we had for each other was so 


breathtaking. 


Now, sitting in my dressing room by myself is a painful reminder of the loss | have and will continue to have 


for the rest of my life. I'll never hear his rich, deep, calming voice, never feel his soft, loving touch, never feel 


his warm, passionate kisses, never making love again and again and again. | swallow a huge lump in my throat, 
frantically wiping away my sad, salty tears. | can't think about this anymore, | die a little more inside every 
time | do. | must stay strong, | have to keep it together, | have no time to break down, 


The boys are waiting for me downstairs, our concert starts in less than fifteen minutes. | release a shaky 
breath while standing up, walking towards the exit of the room slowly, hesitantly. | look back. | still have one of 
his cowboy hats, it hangs next to my USA jacket. Walking to it, | pick it up, feeling the texture of it under my 
fingers. Even though he's gone forever in the eyes of everyone else, he'll always still be remembered by me. 
Because no matter what I'll always love him and nothing can ever change that. Putting on the hat, | walk out of 


the room with more confidence, not looking back but instead looking forward to the future ahead. 


